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Summary: Its five years after the fall of the Fortress and forces 
have begun to move once more. Drago has been rebuilding and has 
perfected a new technology that may give him an advantage. However 
ambitions are at work amongst his own troops and with those involved 
in the Fortress' fall coming together serious consequences are 
likely. Second part of the 'Family of Fire' trilogy. 


1 . Something Brewing 
_**Author's Note:**_ 

_**Hello everyone and welcome to the first chapter of the sequel to 
'Family of Fire'. A shorter starting chapter with Hiccup and Snotlout 
but many more will soon make their appearance once again so don't 
worry. More hints as to what world the next story in the trilogy will 
crossover with are going to appear in this one so keep your eyes 
peeled and you might be able to guess. I hope you enjoy the 
chapter . * *_ 

_**I do not own any aspect of How to Train Your Dragon. **_ 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Something Brewing<strong> 

Ever changing yet always the same the sea moved gently in the 
relatively calm breeze. Slow waves moved continuously on their 
travels across the world, some would end up breaking upon the shores 
of far off lands but for the moment they were in no hurry as they 
lazily went on their way. Then a high pitched noise was heard and it 
steadily grew louder until a black streak zipped past almost touching 
the water, kicking up a trail of spray behind it and interrupting the 
waves' slow progress with a sudden burst of activity. 


From Toothless' back Hiccup let out a happy yell, "YEAH!" 



The Night Fury gave his own happy roar and swooped upwards climbing 
into the sky at a pace that boggled the mind. The climb turned 
effortlessly into a dive and the dragon plummeted down at a speed 
that would put a falling rock to shame, snapping his wings open at 
the last possible second and skimming the ocean once more. 

After this stunt Toothless slowed to a more leisurely pace and Hiccup 
grinned in exhilaration as he spoke happily to his brother, "That was 
great Toothless!" 

"HEY! HICCUP!" 

A yell from behind them attracted their attention and they saw 
Snotlout approaching on his older brother Hookfang. The younger boy 
pouted, "Do you and Toothless have to shoot off like that every time. 
You know we can't keep up when you go at top speed." 

Hiccup smiled and shrugged, "I'm sorry Snotlout but me and Toothless 
tend to get carried away when we go flying." 

Hookfang gave a disgruntled grumble as Snotlout answered, "Yeah but 
we're supposed to be heading somewhere in particular and we don't 
know where to go. You're the only one that's been there, 
remember? " 

"Point taken, we'll lay off on the high speed flying then. We're 
nearly there anyway." 

Mollified, Hookfang rumbled in response and the two dragons bearing 
their respective brothers flew side by side towards a small island 
which was unremarkable save for the fact it was the furthest place 
this particular group could go. They soon landed roughly at the 
island's centre which held a rocky mound containing a cave and it was 
this they headed for. Hiccup spoke eagerly to Snotlout as they walked 
towards it, "Its amazing Snotlout and the stone formations in it are 
something else." 

Snotlout followed his older cousin just as eagerly and they soon 
entered the cave where he discovered that it was as amazing as Hiccup 
said . 

The interior was large and roughly square shaped with impressive 
stalactites hanging from the ceiling, stalagmites rose from the 
ground to meet them forming dividing lines that cut through the 
space. Right in the back several of these had met forming columns 
giving the appearance of pillars embedded into the walls and right in 
the centre of the back wall was an unusually flat section almost 
looking like a door. 

Snotlout gazed about in wonder as he spoke to Hiccup, "It's 
incredible! And you only found it a couple of days ago?" 

Hiccup nodded, "Yeah, when me and Toothless last headed out on our 
own. Mum said this island was the furthest we could go so I decided 
to see what was here and we found this place. I thought you'd like to 
see it . " 

Snotlout grinned as he gazed about some more, "Fishlegs would love 
this place." He smile then morphed into a look of confusion, "So why 



didn't you ask the others to come too?" 

Hiccup sighed, "Well there was another reason to bringing you and 
Hookfang out here. It's a good place to speak about something away 
from the others." 

Snotlout looked down as he responded uncertainly, "Oha€ | I 


Hiccup sighed a second time, "Look Snotlout, there's something we 
need to discuss and it's probably better to do it sooner rather than 
later." He pulled off one of his gloves which he'd recently taken to 
wearing most of the time and showed the back of his hand to his 
cousin, "Is yours getting clearer?" 

Snotlout gave his own sigh and slowly removed one of his own gloves 
he'd also only begun wearing recently, "Yeaha€|it is." 

He held out his own hand to his cousin and Hiccup nodded as he saw 
it, "I guessed as much." He stared at his own hand in contemplation, 
"What do you think it means?" 

Snotlout shrugged, "I don't know but I'm betting it has some 
connection to five years ago." 

Hiccup remained quiet as he thought on his cousin's words. 

Five years ago. The battle with Drago and his Twelve Titans where 
Snotlout both found and then lost his birth father and they met 
Alister and his Skrill friend Icebolt as well as the second Night 
Fury they'd ever come across. The time when they attacked Drago ' s 
mighty fortress in order to rescue Snotlout who was going to be 
turned into a Titan. Five years ago when Hiccup smashed an ancient 
and powerful artefact and potentially picked something else up into 
the bargain. Snotlout said he could sense it within him, the same way 
he sensed something similar in Drago and Hiccup found he could also 
sense the same thing in Snotlout. It was apparently beyond the senses 
of everyone else, both humans and dragons, so they'd kept it secret 
from the others over the years but recently it had got more difficult 
because they now had a symbol appearing on the back of their hands 
and it was getting clearer. 

Snotlout 's voice broke into Hiccup's thoughts, "He said that I was 
one of two people that could take on the powers of an Alpha and he 
was obviously the second person. Though at the time you didn't have 
that ability and it wasn't until after you'd smashed the artefact 
that I could sense whatever it is in you but I don't know when I 
picked it up." 

"Maybe you were born with it." Hiccup suggested, "Your father did say 
that he had the Potential and could've been a Titan. Maybe it's 
travelled down through your bloodline." 

"Maybe." Snotlout looked at the back at of his own hand, "Though 
right now we should be considering something else." 

He looked up at Hiccup. 


"Do we tell everyone else?" 



><p><em><strong>PS-Five years on and it begins again though what is 
actually about to happen is still unknown. Please let me know what 
you thought and I'll hopefully update soon . <strong>_ 


2 . Five Years On 
_**Author's Note:**_ 

_**Hello everyone and welcome to the second chapter. This is largely 
just an overview of how some characters have changed since the end of 
the last story but the real plot will kick off soon. Thank you for 
your support so far and I hope you enjoy the chapter. **_ 

_**I own nothing. **_ 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Five Years On<strong> 

Over the years Dragon Island had gone from a barely built outpost to 
a fully-fledged base of operations. Drago's army had also swelled 
again though it still wasn't at the same number as it had been five 
years ago. He did however have a reasonable amount of enslaved 
dragons to replace all the ones he'd lost and he could thank Viggo 
Grimborn for much of this growth in assets. 

The chief of the Dragon Hunters had proven to be a valuable ally 
gathering dragons and forces as well as finding pockets of Drago's 
escaped slaves and recapturing them. The man was a cunning commander 
often several steps ahead of his opponents and running several 
different plans at once. This meant he could easily outmanoeuvre his 
foes and execute his missions with a ruthless flawlessness that Drago 
admired . 

Admired and treated with a considerable amount of wariness. 

As well as being an excellent commander Viggo was also ambitious and 

Drago was not fooling himself that the man's sudden appearance after 
his forces and base had been decimated was lucky coincidence. Viggo 
no doubt waited for the right moment to offer his aid and Drago knew 

that the Dragon Hunter chief would not settle for remaining a 

follower, the only question was how the man would act. For the moment 
it served both their interests to remain allies but as their forces 
grew stronger the time for betrayal grew closer. 

Drago smirked, the completion of Saphia's current project would 
certainly speed that time along but for the moment Viggo did not know 
what was being created deep within the mountain of Dragon Island. 

Once it was revealed the current balance of power in his army would 
start to shift and Viggo would begin to start on his real 
plans . 

Whatever plans the hunter had Drago had every intention of coming out 
on top. 



><p>Far to the north upon the great white expanse that was the Ice 
Wastes a teenager wrapped in furs and wearing a hood stalked a polar 
bear . <p> 

At seventeen he was on the cusp of manhood but still very much a boy 
in some ways however hunting was an old, well used and honed skill of 
his. The same could be said of the polar bear he was stalking who was 
an older male who hadn't quite lost its edge yet and was a formidable 
hunter in its own right. 

Bearing this in mind the teenager moved with caution taking great 
care not to alert the creature to his presence, bears could be fickle 
if they realised they were being hunted sometimes they moved away and 
other times they turned and fought. In this case the bear was likely 
going to fight, it had be a lean period for it and a human would make 
a very welcome meal. 

Taking slow and careful steps the teen continued his hunt as the bear 
moved in the direction of the sea ice, probably to try and make a 
meal of a seal by its breathing hole. The bear suddenly stopped and 
sniffed the air and the teen froze hoping that it was something else 
that had attracted the creature's attention, he'd made sure to remain 
downwind to stop it picking up his scent but the bear might have 
heard him somehow instead. The bear turned and instantly spotted the 
teenager stalking it, as expected it saw the chance for an easy meal 
and began to lumber towards him. Hunter now about to become the prey 
and the teen readied the spear he'd been holding, running wasn't an 
option as the bear would catch up eventually so he had to kill it 
before it killed him. 

The bear continued its charge and the teen remained amazingly calm at 
its approach, he waited for the right moment where he would end this 
hunt. The bear came closera€ | and closera€ j and just when he was about 
to claim victory over it a bolt of lightning lanced down and struck 
the creature from above killing it instantly. 

The teen huffed in annoyance and threw his hood back as he called up 
to the sky. 

"Dammit Icebolt! I was just about to finish it myself!" 

A Skrill swooped down and landed in front of the teenager chortling. 
Alister ignored the dragon and knelt next to the felled bear to check 
it was actually dead. He pointedly didn't look at his dragon 
companion (who'd begun to apologise) trying very hard to act like he 
was still angry, Icebolt then nudged him in the back and nuzzled his 
face and he caved in, "Okay fine. Apology accepted." 

Icebolt gave a little cheer and then started to gather the bear's 
carcass into his claws as the teen climbed onto his back, his rider 
and cargo secure the Skrill took off and slowly flew back towards the 
ice cave they were calling home. When they eventually arrived Icebolt 
dragged their prize inside and Alister followed. 

The cave had clearly been lived in for a while as there was a great 
deal of paraphernalia around such as furs, spears, bows, the odd jars 
containing different things and two fur mounds clearly set aside for 
sleeping. It didn't go all that far back and consisted of a short 
tunnel that led to a circular area within. The centre of this space 
was graced with a fire pit used for warmth and cooking while 



everything else was scattered around nearby in loose 
organisation . 

Alister glanced around their cave, "Looks like Shadow's not back 
yet . " 

Shadow was a Night Fury and the one who ' d brought them up to the Ice 
Wastes five years ago. He'd spent the following years teaching 
Alister and Icebolt how to survive in the harsh environment around 
them and helping them hone their hunting skills. At first he went 
with them on every hunt but as they improved more and more he started 
to gradually let them handle things on their own. In recent times he 
hadn't gone with them on any hunts feeling that they could now handle 
themselves just fine and a couple of times Icebolt and Alister had 
also split up and done hunts of their own. This was meant to be one 
of those times but Icebolt had apparently decided it would be fun to 
nick Alister 's kill from him at the last moment. 

The Skrill had rumbled in agreement at the teen's words before 
setting light to the fire they'd fuelled up that morning. Alister set 
about prepping the bear carcass intending to use its hide to make 
more clothing, he'd been growing rapidly recently and he needed to 
replace his clothes so often it was getting ridiculous. He'd been 
trading any excess with the tribes that made their home this far 
north which had allowed him to pick up a few comforts that would be 
time consuming to get on his own which had allowed them to live 
fairly comfortably provided they hunted regularly. 

Gathering what he needed he set about dealing with that day's 
spoils . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>On an island in the Archipelago, far from Dragon Island, was a 
small settlement that had gradually become a village over the last 
five years. It was made up from a group of former Fortress slaves and 
was led by Stoick the Vast.<p> 

He'd helped everyone there survive after their initial escape and 
under his leadership they'd begun to build and thrive. The island 
they now called home was pretty abundant and they'd managed to farm 
the land and even domesticate a few animals as they built homes and 
stores. Everything was pretty simple and the main meeting building 
was nothing more than a large round one at the centre of the village 
but they had what they needed to live. They'd even created a 
makeshift dock and a couple of tiny fishing boats but the old ocean 
going ships they'd once known were not in existence. 

Alvin had become Stoick 's second in command and had proven to be a 
fine choice for the position. Mulch had also proven himself 
invaluable in starting up their simple farms, in the Fortress he'd 
been barely a shell of who he was before Bucket had died but now it 
was like he'd become human once more. Out of the other Berkians it 
appeared they'd died during their long years of slavery or had 
escaped elsewhere five years ago as none were among those Stoick had 
led here nor had any arrived since. Despite this those who were here 
had survived admirably and their tiny community was really taking 
shape . 


Stoick was in his small hut doing some work on the simple table he 



was making for it when Eret walked in. Now twenty Eret had grown into 
a fine young man and often helped out with the work in the village as 
well as spending time with the few children that were around. While 
not exceptionally skilled at any one job he'd proven to be competent 
at most and his real talents lay in decision making and leading 
others, Stoick had already noted him as a potential future leader of 
their small community but he hadn't said anything to the young man 
about it yet. Stoick himself still had a good few years left in him 
and it wasn't like he'd been officially named chief, they weren't 
really a tribe and in the focus to survive issues of leadership had 
been ignored and everyone just seemed to accept Stoick being in 
charge. They'd only recently formed a village council but one of the 
things to be discussed was how they were going to govern themselves 
and they might not even want to have a chief. 

Setting these thoughts aside Stoick looked up from his work at the 

young man who was effectively his second son, "What is it 

lad?" 

"That's the fishing boats back in Uncle." Eret reported, "They seem 
to have a massive catch so I thought you'd like to come down and help 
them with it . " 

"That I do lad." Stoick stood up from where he'd been working, "I can 
come back to this later." 

Eret looked the table over, "The table seems to be coming along 
well." 

Stoick smiled, "Aye, just a little more work and it'll be ready for 
use." He clapped Eret on shoulder, "Now let's see to that catch." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Beyond the sight and senses of everyone darkness stirred. <p> 

Its plans had been delayed five years ago but now it sensed a change, 
a change it could exploit. However it would take patience and just a 
small bit of manipulation but it had waited for a long time already, 
it could afford to be patient. Ambitions were moving, lives were 
about to cross over once more and in the events to come it would make 
its move. 

The world wouldn't know what hit it. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>PS-Ooh, ominous. A run through of some of the changes 
over the years and a slight indication of what's to come (though I'm 
not saying how soon) . Please let me know what you thought and I'll 
hopefully update soon . <strong>_ 


3. Starting 
_**Author's Note:**_ 

_**Hello everyone and welcome to the third chapter. This one marks 
the first proper appearance of Viggo Grimborn who I must say I find 
the most fascinating and possibly most developed of HTTYD villains. 



It also features more build-up of other factors and plans being put 
in motion. Thank you for your continued support and I hope you enjoy 
the chapter. **_ 

_**I own nothing. **_ 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Start ing<strong> 

Within the ice walls of the Sanctuary, inside a small, private cave. 
Astrid was training yet again. 

Over the five years since the fall of the Fortress the girl had been 
working on her fighting abilities, she'd kept the axe she'd retrieved 
from the Fortress and practiced with it every day. Many of the 
Sanctuary dragons weren't sure why she did so, as far as they were 
concerned Drago ' s army was vanquished so there was no need to 
practice warfare when they lived in the peaceful walls of their home. 
Astrid however wasn't convinced that Drago was fully dealt with and 
even if he was there would be other threats in the world that could 
come knocking at any time so she'd decided to make sure she was 
prepared. Of course with the Sanctuary being a peaceful place few 
that lived there knew the art of war and those who did were dragons 
and did not know how to effectively use human weapons, Valka had 
taught her what little warfare she knew but she hadn't been a warrior 
before being brought to the Sanctuary so her combat knowledge was 
rudimentary at best. The only other person who could teach her was 
the Bewilderbeast himself but he could only tell her the theory and 
was incapable of demonstrating or doing any practical teaching. 
Despite these difficulties Astrid still trained deciding that some 
skill was better than none and over time her daily training session 
became something she enjoyed. 

Running through now familiar motions her thoughts wondered onto 
Hiccup and Snotlout. Both boys had been somewhat distracted recently 
and she couldn't understand why, their actions suggested they were 
hiding something but she didn't know what. She wasn't the only one 
who ' d noticed, both of Snotlout 's parents were fully aware something 
was going on as was Valka and Cloudjumper and of course the 
Bewilderbeast himself knew it as well. The chances were that 
Grandfather (what they called the Bewilderbeast) had a far better 
idea than anyone else about what was happening with the two boys but 
for the moment people seemed to be holding off on forcing them to 
reveal their secret. 

A large explosion rocked the floor causing Astrid to stumble and 
distracted her from her thoughts, she sighed in frustration even as 
she heard someone scurrying into the training cave. She turned to see 
Fishlegs standing in the entrance with a look of long-suffering. He 
gave a sigh of his own, "Ruffnut, Tuffnut and Barf and Belch have 
blown up a section of the Sanctuary again." 

Astrid rolled her eyes, "Seriously. What is with those guys and 
explosions ? " 

Fishlegs shrugged, "I have no idea. Should we see if we need to help 
with the clear up?" 


Giving a second sigh Astrid put her axe aside 


"I suppose we 



better . 


Reluctantly the two friends strode out of the cave to see how much 
damage the twins and their Zippleback brother had caused this 
time . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Elsewhere, within the volcano that once made up the island home 
of the Lava-lout tribe, a Night Fury walked down a tunnel into its 
depths. This was Shadow and he was here to meet a very old friend and 
mentor . <p> 

Coming out of the tunnel he found himself on a great ledge 
overlooking the immense pool of lava that filled the volcano's 
centre. He went straight to its overhanging edge and called down to 
the lava below. In response there was a low rumbling that seemed to 
shake the mountain and a mighty dragon emerged from the magma that 
poured off its immense bulk. This was the species the humans called 
the Red Death a member of which was the dragon queen of Dragon Island 
who Drago slayed five years previously. Unlike that Red Death, who 
enslaved dragons and made them gather vast amounts of food to feed 
her ravenous appetite, this one was not corrupt and was very wise. 
Like the Bewilderbeast she'd lived for many, many years and had all 
the experience that came with such a lifespan, she did not have nest 
and lived a solitary life by choice. In a way she was something of a 
great dragon monk, living a life of solitude and contemplation away 
from others. That being said she did not just let the world get on 
with it and her contemplations were geared towards foreseeing great 
threats before they arose and then trying to take steps to deal with 
them. Sadly she could not foresee everything and Drago had been one 
such threat that had passed her by but now she'd picked up something 
that worried her greatly and she'd called Shadow to her to begin 
countering this new threat. 

The call had come five years ago when she'd first felt dark 
stirrings, the fight in the Fortress had been in full swing when 
she'd noticed this new evil and it had been exactly when Snotlout's 
Joining had started when she'd first sensed it. This was a 
coincidence that could not be ignored and Shadow agreed that there 
was something worse than Drago that was making inroads into the 
world. By the time Shadow could respond to her call the battle was 
over and this new evil had melted back into the edges but both agreed 
that it would return. 

Thus they'd taken steps to put in place some form of counter for it 
and Shadow had spent the last five years dealing with one of those 
steps. Now he looked up at his long time mentor and said that he felt 
the time had come to move on with their part of events. She 
thoughtfully regarded her pupil for a moment and then agreed with his 
words, it was time to begin with the next stage of their role. 

She knew that they were playing just a small part in what was 
unfolding and there were a great many aspects of what was to come 
that she couldn't see, there were so many roles and even her insight 
couldn't tell her who would fill them. She had her theories but there 
was nothing that could confirm them except time and that was a force 
that could achieve a great many things. For now they decided to focus 
on what they were fairly confident about and she nodded to her now 
wise pupil . 



Time to continue their role. 


* * 


* 


><p>Upon the sea a great ship loaded down with captured dragons a 
fairly unremarkable man leaned over a Maces and Talons board. This 
was Viggo Grimborn and he owed much of his success to the lessons the 
game before him had taught him.<p> 

Maces and Talons had long been used to test Viking chiefs on their 
battle strategy, in a similar way that chess was used by other nobles 
far from the Archipelago. It was an ancient game with rules that had 
been used since it was first created and was considered as much a 
part of Viking history as the gods themselves. Its origins were 
shrouded in mystery but it was no secret that a master of Maces and 
Talons was a leader to be reckoned with. 

It was his skill at the game that had allowed Viggo to be made chief 
instead of his older brother Ryker since he was the only person that 
had ever beaten his father at the ancient game. Unlike many Viking 
chiefs he was not particularly strong or bulky but he could plan a 
military encounter down to the last detail and that skill was not 
limited to warfare. His reputation as a man that knew everything 
happening among his men kept most of them in line, they knew that 
even a whisper of mutiny would be dealt with even before the 
mutineers themselves knew they'd been caught and any plans they made 
would be countered almost effortlessly by a scheme of Viggo ' s . 

At this precise moment Viggo was contemplating a game he'd been 
playing for five years. It may appear that he had an obsession with 
Maces and Talons but he found that breaking everything down into its 
format allowed him a foresight few other leaders possessed and it had 
served him well so far. He would admit that he found great joy in 
pitching his wits against another opponent who could plot in a 
similar way to him and he did enjoy drawing such encounters out but 
it only made his victory over them that much more impressive. 
Defeating a smart opponent with a gambit no-one saw coming until it 
did was a rush he received far too little and it was such victories 
that fanned the respect of his men. 

His current game was the one he'd been playing against Drago ever 
since he'd first offered his allegiance. Viggo had known from the 
start that Drago did not trust him in the slightest and he could see 
that the man was far from the attack everything head on type he 
appeared to be. Drago had a brain and it was one the man used 
exceptionally well. This made things start challenging and there had 
been times when the two leaders had pushed the boundaries they 
currently had in place to see how the other would react. It was a 
careful game where you played without revealing too much while trying 
to uncover what the other has, decide what to reveal or conceal and 
not rock the boat before the right moment. 

As he studied the board before him Viggo heard Ryker stand beside him 
and he knew what his brother was going to say before he did, "When 
are you going to deal with that Drago. We've been sucking up to him 
for the last five years, when does it stop?" 

Viggo smiled, "Patience brother. Drago is no fool and acting at the 
wrong moment will ruin everything we're working towards." He moved a 



piece on the board, "If we get it wrong we'll push it into a fight 
between us and him and that is a battle we cannot win. In terms of 
sheer power he and his Titans far outclass us, we need to make it so 
he loses without realising it." 

"But when will that be." 

Moving another piece Viggo leaned back in his seat, "Possibly sooner 
than you think brother. Drago is about to unveil something he's been 
secretly working on ever since his fortress fell, the rules of the 
game are about to change and I intend to make them fully in my 
favour . " 

Picking up the piece that represented the king Viggo smiled at it, 
"This game is about to get really interesting." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>PS-So did I get Viggo right? He's a very interesting 
character to write but potentially very difficult as well. Please let 
me know what you thought and I'll hopefully update 
soon . <strong>_ 


4 . Journeys 
_**Author's Note:**_ 

_**Hello everyone and welcome to another chapter. We're back with 
Alister and Icebolt and Hiccup and Snotlout this time around. Thank 
you for your continued support and I hope you enjoy the 
chapter . * *_ 

_**I own nothing. **_ 


* * 


* 


><p><strong> Journey s<strong> 

It was several days after Icebolt had ruined Alister 's hunt that 
Shadow finally reappeared. 

The boy and the Skrill hadn't been too worried about their mentor, 
he'd often vanished for long periods of time and their 'pack' was 
made up of dragons who liked their solitude. The Night Fury had 
brought back a whole walrus for them and he rumbled approvingly when 
Alister showed him the new clothing he'd made from the polar bear 
hide. Alister couldn't understand dragon speech the way Hiccup and 
the others could but he'd been around Shadow and Icebolt to get the 
general gist of what they were telling him, a strange dragon might 
prove more difficult but he understood a lot more than he did five 
years ago. He could tell that Shadow had something important to tell 
them but for some reason the dragon was holding back, though he 
wanted to know what it was Alister didn't push for an explanation 
knowing that the Night Fury would reveal everything 
eventually . 


They'd spent an enjoyable evening as Alister and Icebolt told Shadow 
about all the hunts they'd done while he'd been gone and the pride in 
his students was obvious in his answers. It wasn't until the next 



morning that Shadow made it clear there was somewhere he wanted to 
take them and that they wouldn't be returning to the cave for a long 
time. Though surprised Alister set about organising everything that 
had been scattered around their home of five years, sorting out what 
they could take, what could be left, traded, etca€|took much of the 
morning and they didn't leave till near noon. 

Alister was curious as to where Shadow wanted to take them. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Snotlout and Hiccup had spent a long time discussing who to tell 
about the mysterious marks on their hands and what they could 
possibly mean.<p> 

As far as they could tell both marks were identical and they were 
certain they were connected to the innate power they could sense in 
each other. What this power was exactly they couldn't say since 
neither one of them had experienced it doing something, it was 
justa€ | there . 

The discussion continued for a long time with Hookfang and Toothless 
giving their own suggestions and in the end they decided to speak to 
the Bewilderbeast . Set on their next action they climbed onto the 
backs of their siblings and flew towards home. 

Now that they were fifteen they could travel much further and without 
being accompanied by an elder dragon and since the island they'd been 
on was on the furthest boundaries of their area of travel it was a 
while before they finally saw the Sanctuary's icy walls. 

Flying inside the dragons weaved expertly down the many tunnels 
within heading towards the centre. The Bewilderbeast was present in 
his pool as he often was and was in the middle of lecturing Ruffnut, 
Tuffnut, Barf and Belch about causing explosions inside the 
Sanctuary. Evidence of their destructive tendencies could been seen 
in the large ice column lying across a good portion of the grass 
covered lower floor, it was being broken apart and carried away by 
several dragons including Astrid's sister Stormfly and Fishlegs' 
sister Meatlug. The two teens were clearing away the smaller ice 
chunks with Hiccup's mother Valka and the woman looked round and 
smiled as she spotted her son and nephew. She came over to them, "You 
two are back earlier than I expected." 

Hiccup smiled as his mother gave him a quick embrace, "Yeah well we 
had something we wanted to speak to Grandfather about." 

Valka looked round at the Bewilderbeast, "Well it appears that you 
got here just at the right moment. He's just finished speaking to 
those four about destroying parts of the Sanctuary." 

"You'd thought they'd have learned last timea€|and the time before 
thata€ | and the time before that." 

Valka shook her head, "I don't think they're ever going to learn. 

They just don't think before acting and their poor mother gets more 
exasperated each time." 


As she spoke said Zippleback mother was leading her sheepish children 
over to the fallen ice column and both heads were clearly not amused. 



the dragons who ' d been helping shift the ice realised what was going 
on and headed off leaving the miscreants to deal with it under the 
watchful eye of their mother. Valka gestured the teens away, "Well 
they're going to be busy for quite a while. You should go and speak 
to Grandfather now while I start dinner. Its meatballs 
tonight . " 

Hiccup's eyes briefly widened and he gave an apologetic and slightly 
strained smile, "No its okay Mom. I was going to be eating at 
Snotlout's tonight." 

His mother just shook her head, "Snotlout's parents are out on an 
overnight hunt tonight so he was going to be eating with 


Snotlout had been quietly sniggering at his cousin's misfortune but a 
brief look of fear crossed his face which was quickly replaced by a 
strained smile of his own, "Oha€| thanks auntie." 

Valka smiled, "Anytime Snotlout. I'll get dinner started while you 
speak to Grandfather." 

She walked away and the two cousins exchanged looks of dismay as 
Astrid walked past them grinning, "Have a nice dinner." 

She headed off with Stormfly and Fishlegs also ambled away with 
Meatlug and Hiccup, Snotlout, Hookfang and Toothless headed to the 
Bewilderbeast ' s pool. The Sanctuary's ruler smiled as they approached 
but they hesitated, they'd wanted to speak to him privately about the 
marks on their hands but the centre of the Sanctuary was far from 
private. The Bewilderbeast sensed what they wanted and he gave a low 
rumble and turned to move into the huge opening where his pool 
stretched under the Sanctuary walls. They followed and soon were in a 
place that they'd rarely been in. 

The Bewilderbeast ' s own private cave. 

It wasn't used very often since the Sanctuary's ruler preferred to be 
out in the main section of their home among those he protected but he 
occasionally retreated here if he wanted to spend some time alone or 
to speak privately with one of the Sanctuary members. It was a large 
cave to accommodate its owner but it was nowhere near the size of the 
main chamber. Its walls were decorated with beautiful ice sculptures 
courtesy of its occupant and it was far cooler than the rest of the 
Sanctuary. The two boys had only been in there once, Snotlout had 
been gravely ill and had been moved there so the colder air could 
help cool his fever and Hiccup had looked after him while Valka had 
gone in search of the correct herbs to cure him. That had been the 
only time they'd ever entered this inner Sanctuary of sorts so they 
gazed about the place in wonder before remembering why they were 
there . 

The Bewilderbeast looked down at them his expression encouraging and 
it was Hiccup who spoke, "Grandfather we've been keeping a secret 
that you should know about . " 

He hesitated and Snotlout took up the explanation, "When Hiccup 
smashed that weird artefact five years ago we think he might've 
gained something from it, something I already had." 



The cousins looked at each other briefly before Hiccup continued, "It 
seems to be some sort of power that's being carried inside us and we 
don't know what it is. However it's possibly starting to do something 
because a symbol has started to appear on the back of our hands." 

They both pulled off their gloves and held them up to him, "This 
symbol . " 

The Bewilderbeast crouched down and looked at the outstretched hands 
and gave a surprised rumble. He fixed the two boys with an intense 
look and told them to tell him everything they knew. 

So they did. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>On a small, remote and unremarkable island a solitary figure 
ambled along its meagre beach. <p> 

He was hunched and leaner than he once had been many years ago, on 
his back was a hefty haversack that held all his supplies and a 
variety of peculiar looking tools hung from his belt or haversack 
strap. He walked with a slight limp on a leg made from old, greatly 
weathered wood and one of his hands was replaced by a metal hook 
which on closer inspection revealed that it could be swapped out for 
any of the other tools the man was carrying. 

This was Gobber, former blacksmith of Berk and escaped slave of the 
Fortress . 

He'd been traveling alone ever since Drago ' s base had fallen, only 
managing to escape by using a hastily repaired in the moment boat 
that had become his main method of transport over the years. It had 
eventually been christened Gertrude and was currently hidden further 
down the beach while he searched the island. The reason for his 
constant travelling was because he'd been searching for his long-time 
friend he'd not seen since Berk had been destroyed fifteen years ago. 
He had something important he needed to tell him and he would not 
rest until he found him. It had been a search he'd been doing for the 
last five years alone, well alone until a couple of weeks 
ago . 

Gobber gave a sigh and looked back behind him, "Can't ye hurry it up 
a bit?" 

A Hotburple who only had one wing because the other was lost to an 
ancient dragon trap ambled up to him and gave a yawn. Gobber sighed, 
"Ye half my speed y'know. I might just leave ye behind if ye don't 
walk faster . " 

The Hotburple gave a lazy rumble and continued ambling knowing full 
well that his human companion would never carry through with his 
threat and Gobber ambled alongside him, "I can't believe that after 
nearly five years on my own I get you as a travelling 
companion . " 

The Hotburple grunted in response. 


"Ye always say that! Now let's get a move on and find somewhere 
decent to camp tonight Grump." 



The two travellers wandered along the beach as they continued their 
search for Stoick the Vast. 


* * 


* 


><p><em><strong>PS-So the Bewilderbeast knows about the symbols and 
we have the debut of Gobber and Grump in this AU. Please let me know 
what you thought and I'll hopefully update soon . <strong>_ 


5 . Powers 


_**Author's Note:**_ 

_**Hello everyone and welcome to chapter five. We finally see one of 
the Twelve Titans again and the rest of them will be appearing over 
the course of the story. We also meet a couple more dragons and some 
more aspects of dragon society become known. Thank you for your 
continued support and I hope you enjoy the chapter. **_ 

_**I own nothing. **_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>Powers<strong> 

Anthea sat fidgeting impatiently in the prow of one of Drago's 
vessels . 

Despite now being twenty-one and most definitely an adult she still 
had a short attention span which was a real handicap while on a 
voyage. Her eyes roamed over the blank horizon and she sighed, 
turning round she gave a bratty whine, "Savage, I'm bored!" 

Savage had risen through the ranks after the fall of the Fortress and 
now he was one of Drago's top commanders and answered only to the 
Twelve Titans and Drago himself. This meant he was placed on many 
important missions alongside the Titans, though at times they seemed 
to be more akin to babysitting some of Drago's children than military 
operations . 

Savage walked up and bowed to her speaking in a voice filled with 
long practiced patience, "If you wish for entertainment Milady then I 
can have some of your gladiators brought up from below to spar with 
you . " 

Anthea clapped her hands joyfully, "Thank you Savage." 

As Savage gave the necessary commands to his men Anthea bounced up 
and down in excitement, her daggers already out and ready to be used. 
She addressed the officer, "How long until we reach our 
destination? " 


"We should reach the island by about dusk Milady, as we planned. This 
sparring session should prove to be a suitable warm up for you." 

Her smile grew, "Indeed it will Savage." She checked her weapons, 
"What's the island's name again?" 

Savage gave a small smile of his own, "Fireworm Island Milady." 



><p>The Bewilderbeast had remained in his private cave long after the 
two cousins and their brothers had left it . <p> 

They'd related everything they knew or had guessed about the marks on 
their hands and had hoped he'd have answers for them. Unfortunately 
he did not and he'd been apologetic in telling them that he'd never 
seen that particular mark before. Their disappointment had been 
obvious along with their fear that something terrible was happening 
to them but he managed to allay their worries. Now that he knew they 
had some sort of power within them he found he could sense it if he 
focused enough and looked, in all honesty he'd been sensing something 
different about Hiccup for most of the previous five years but he 
just hadn't been able to pin down what had changed until now. Knowing 
what he was looking for allowed him to study the force inside them to 
a degree and as far as he could tell the power inside them, whatever 
it was, was not evil nor was it good, it just was. This reassured 
them slightly but the not knowing was still worrying them and he 
promised to do what he could to help them, in the meantime he'd told 
Hookfang and Toothless to remain close to them and said that they 
should not relate this to anyone else in the Sanctuary until they had 
more knowledge about the situation. All four had agreed and departed 
leaving him to ponder in private. 

What he didn't tell them was that while he had truly never seen it 

before the symbol struck him with an odd sense of familiarity like he 

should know what it meant but he couldn't think why. As such he'd 
entered a time of meditation, an activity he rarely engaged in except 
when he came across something beyond the sum of his knowledge. Unlike 
some Alphas he was more practical and instead of focusing on 
pondering the vast mysteries of the universe he opted for focusing on 
living in it. Not that he had anything against those that preferred 
deep thoughts and contemplation but he personally preferred taking an 
active role in the life of the world. However he'd lived long enough 
to know that the world needed the deep thinkers and philosophers and 
that some things were better solved with careful meditation, 
especially if they had anything to do with ancient powers and forces 
that have been around longer than even the oldest of Alphas. 

He was certain that this was one such power but he'd also learnt over 

the years that if an ancient power was appearing then something had 
to have triggered it. As such he'd entered deep meditation and had 
cast his mind out beyond the haven of his beloved Sanctuary searching 
for something that may have changed in the forces of the world. It 
took a long time and he only found what he was looking for because he 
already had a suspicion of what it might be but it was definitely 
there . 

A darkness loitering in the shadows which he'd sensed five years ago 
during the fall of the Fortress and Snotlout's interrupted 
Joining . 

Again it was lingering at the edges almost beyond the senses of those 
who could see it but its presence was a sign of it working towards 
its own goals. It was likely that the appearance of the symbols on 
Hiccup and Snotlout's hands were in response to this evil's work, a 
warning or maybe the start of a counter-plan. Alternatively it was 
the other way round and the evil was responding to the appearance of 



the symbols, after all as far as he could tell the power inside the 
boys which was likely responsible for the symbols was neutral and 
didn't align to good or evil. That would place the cousins in serious 
danger if this dark force wanted what was within them and even if it 
didn't it wouldn't leave a potential threat alone. Either way the 
Sanctuary would eventually be targeted though it would not likely be 
for a while. 

The Bewilderbeast made his way to the entrance of his cave and gave a 
very specific call. It was mere moments until a Terrible Terror flew 
in and landed before the dragon king. This particular Terror was 
nearly as old as the Bewilderbeast himself and had been a faithful 
friend and advisor for many, many years. He was also more attuned to 
the movement of forces in the world than most and had likely also 
sensed this growing evil at the very edges. 

He smiled briefly at his old friend who returned the gesture before 
turning serious. As expected he did already know about what was 
slowly gathering in strength and he had even seen a glimpse of what 
lay within the two boys. The two friends sat together and held a long 
discussion about everything the Bewilderbeast had been pondering and 
in the end they agreed that it was best to speak to another and see 
if their senses had discovered more. They both had the same person in 
mind and soon the Terror agreed to go and meet with them to discuss 
the matter. The Bewilderbeast did not wish to leave the Sanctuary if 
he could help it and the Terror was also a long-time friend of the 
person they wished to meet, he could leave it in the Terror's capable 
claws . 

Within a short space of time the Terror was ready to leave and, after 
a brief farewell to his long-time friend and king, slipped away from 
the Sanctuary eager to reach his destination quickly. The 
Bewilderbeast wished him well on his journey and hoped that it would 
bear fruit though he felt pretty certain that it would. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Within the bright depths of Fireworm Island the Fireworm Queen 
gazed into the combs of liquid fire created by her many 
subjects . <p> 

Fireworms were all gifted with time sensitivity and through scrying 
with their own liquid fire they could see glimpses of events 
throughout time. In a way they were a clan of seers and among dragons 
their word was highly regarded. They did not actively engage with the 
rest of the world very often and secluded themselves upon their 
island, their role was to provide guidance to those that came seeking 
it and occasionally to those that didn't. Sometimes the guidance they 
could give was enigmatic and mysterious and other times it was clear 
and concise, it all depended on the clarity their scrying gave. Many 
dragons and a few humans had been steered to their destinies by the 
Fireworms in a variety of ways and a special minority had received 
aid from the best scryer among them, the Fireworm Queen herself. 

At this particular moment the Fireworm Queen wasn't actually 
concerned with the destinies of others, rather she was concerned with 
the fate of herself and her subjects. 


All the visions indicated that a time of darkness for all the 
Fireworms was coming and it was coming soon. Unfortunately they 



showed nothing else to indicate what form the dark time would take 
nor if there was anything beyond it. The queen had tried desperately 
to find answers to those questions but time stubbornly refused to 
tell them anything else. 

As she tried to pierce the shadow surrounding their own fate one of 
her subjects flew up and reported that several human ships had been 
seen approaching the island. They couldn't say for certain but they 
were reasonably sure that the humans aboard meant harm and the traps 
they brought suggested that they wanted to capture them. 

At his words the Fireworm Queen closed her eyes briefly before 
turning and giving the command to defend themselves. The nest around 
her burst into frantic activity as they prepared to fight and she 
took one last look into the liquid fire to see that time remained as 
uninformative as it had been. 

It was likely they were about to discover their fate regardless. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>PS-Enter the Fireworms and the Bewilderbeast is 
starting to take action. Please let me know what you thought and I'll 
hopefully update soon . <strong>_ 


6. Fateful Decision 
_**Author's Note;**_ 

_**Hello everyone and sorry for the long gap since the last update. 
This chapter has Alister and Icebolt once again as well as a few more 
hints about which fandom the series will eventually crossover with. 
Thank you for your continued support and I hope you enjoy the 
chapter . * *_ 

_**I own nothing. **_ 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Fateful Decision<strong> 

The Terror flew silently through the night sky purposely heading 
towards his destination. 

He'd been sensing shifts in the world's forces for a while now and 
he'd actually been about to speak with the Bewilderbeast about them 
when the Alpha had called him. The surprise had been about the power 
within Snotlout and Hiccup, he'd seen glimpses of it before his king 
had told him about it but he'd assumed it was just some lingering 
effect from five years ago and not some power in and of itself. The 
results of such a power showing itself were concerning and it was 
likely connected to the various shifts, in what way was unknown but 
it could not be ignored. 

He flew low over the waves, painted an otherworldly hue by the odd 
time of day known as twilight. It was a long flight from the 
Sanctuary to his destination but although he was long in years his 
stamina was as robust as ever and it was hardly a difficult feat for 
him to manage. He had to admit he was looking forward to meeting his 



friend once more despite the concerning reasons for doing so as it 
had been so long since they last saw each other. It was a slight 
shame that the Alpha couldn't join them but the very fact he was an 
Alpha meant he had a responsibility to those in his care preventing 
him from taking the trip himself. 

The Terror knew he was getting close to his destination but as he 
approached he sensed something wrong. Concerned he sped up and it 
wasn't long before he saw the island appear on the horizon and upon 
seeing it he flew faster. 

Fireworm Island shouldn't be billowing smoke. 

Swooping down to the entrance of the Fireworm' s domain he saw clear 
signs of a battle with humans, burnt catapults, broken traps and 
weapons littered the ground and a deathly silence blanketed the 
area . 

The battle was long over and the Terror was pretty sure who lost. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It had taken several days for Shadow to lead Alister and Icebolt 
to where he wanted to take them and both still didn't know what the 
Night Fury's intention was even when they reached Lava-Lout 
Island. <p> 

Alister had been here before when his father was leading the 
resistance against Drago. The Lava-Louts had made up most of the 
resistance and their island was their base when Savage betrayed them 
all, the fall of Lava-Lout Island was also the fall of Alvin's 
resistance and for that reason Alister wasn't really comfortable 
being there. 

Instead of taking them down to where the village used to be Shadow 
lead them up the side of the volcano and to a fairly large cave 
entrance high up its face. Without a word Shadow walked straight in 
and after sharing confused looks Alister and Icebolt followed him 
inside . 

The cave was actually a long passage and it wound deep into the 
mountain and it became warmer the further in they went. Alister found 
himself shedding outer layers as the heat became more and more 
intense, being a dragon Shadow was unbothered by the temperature but 
Alister hoped they'd reach wherever they were going before it got too 
hot for him. Eventually a deep red glow could be seen in front of 
them and as the Night Fury strode confidently on Alister and Icebolt 
hesitated before stepping out of the tunnel. 

The cavern beyond took their breath away. 

Monumental in scale the mountain's interior towered around them 
towards the volcano crater far above them, it dropped equally as far 
downward ending in a vast pool of churning magma that was the 
volcano's heart. Around the walls was the long shelf they stood upon 
creating a sort of platform above the lava below and Shadow walked to 
its very edge and called down. In mere moments the entire mountain 
seemed to answer with a low rumble and a mighty dragon rose from the 
fiery depths causing Alister to stumble back in shock. He'd seen the 
Bewilderbeast that Hiccup and the others called Grandfather who was 



bigger than this dragon but it was still quite the sight to 
Alister . 


Three mighty pairs of eyes regarded him and then the fearsome head 
seemed to nod in approval before turning to Shadow. The two dragons 
conversed and Alister got the feeling that they'd known each other 
for a long time, Icebolt nudged him reassuringly and gave a low growl 
to affirm that the huge dragon before them seemed to indeed be a 
friend. Trusting the Skrill Alister focused on the two elders curious 
to discover why Shadow had brought him here. 

As if in response to his desires the large dragon turned back to him 
and fixed him with another gaze, he shuffled awkwardly then 
remembered how the others had greeted the Bewilderbeast and he gave a 
respectful bow. 

"_While I appreciate your good manners there is no need to 
bow 

Alsiter jumped violently and looked around in panic at the sudden 
female voice and the large dragon gave a rumbling chuckle, "_I 
apologise young one. I should have remembered that you have not met a 
dragon that can use the language of humans. 

The teen looked up at the dragon to find it smiling and he realised 
that ita€ | wella€ | she had been the one that spoke. She lowered her 
head to his level, "_Most dragons cannot use the language you do even 
if they understand it because their vocals cannot create the 
necessary sounds, however I like all my species have telepathic 
abilities so I am using those to send these words directly to your 
mind allowing easier communication 

"You're inside my head?" 

She gave another chuckle, "_Not quite, I'm merely sending things to 
your mind and I cannot look into it nor control it. If you were a 
dragon that would be a different story but human minds largely cannot 
be touched in any way by the minds of dragons, the only reason I can 
even 'speak' to you this way is because you've spent enough time with 
dragons that you've opened your mind to them to a degree. For most 
humans I wouldn't even be able to do this much._" 

"Why not?" 

She explained, "_Humans are not as attuned to the forces of this 
world as dragons are, there are exceptions such as seers and other 
mystics but it takes years of training before they are able to look 
beyond the practical world and sense even a glimpse of forces beneath 
the notice of others. Dragons are more attuned to these forces and 
they all have a small amount of empathic ability, it doesn't normally 
go beyond slightly sensing the emotions of other dragons but some of 
us can reach full telepathy and some are born with the innate ability 
to sense shifts in the world's forces. This difference in abilities 
means that dragons often sense things before humans which can grant 
us greater insight into the workings of the world however it does 
make most dragons vulnerable to dangers such as being controlled by 
stronger minds like those of the Alphas. Humans are immune to such 
tricks and it takes a lot of power and a whole host of dark skills to 
control a human mind because they do not have such senses, this 
immunity is why I cannot communicate this way to most humans as their 



minds automatically block any foreign thoughts or suggestions sent 
through telepathy. As I've already said you are an exception because 
you've been friend and family to dragons long enough that your mind 
is more open to us and it is used to the minor telepathy all dragons 
share 

Alister looked down thoughtfully, "I wonder if any humans have been 
born with such skills." 

The dragon shook her head, "_None have to my knowledge but there are 
little known legends that such humans once lived in this world and 
that they were blessed with magic but if they ever existed they have 
long since vanished into the tracks of time._" She smiled, "_But I've 
not asked Shadow to bring you here to simply discuss the differences 
between humans and dragons. 

Alister looked back at her once more, "Then why have you asked me to 
come? " 


"_Because it is time for you to move onto the next stage of your 
training 

"What do you mean?" 

"_Shadow did not request you train under him in the Ice Wastes simply 
to improve your hunting skills, though that did indeed come into it. 
He was also helping you strengthen and train your body and mind in 
the harsh environment as well as strengthen the bond between you and 
Icebolt._" She looked up towards the distant crater rim, "_Drago was 
simply the beginning though he is rebuilding and has already begun to 
make his move._" 

Alister stepped back in shock, "WAIT! Drago survived!?" 

She nodded sadly, "_Indeed, he was far more powerful than you 
believed and while it was a major blow to his army the fall of the 
Fortress did not defeat him entirely. Acquiring the powers of an 
Alpha has made him far beyond normal humans and there is something 
more that is lurking behind him._" 

"What?" 

"_I cannot say but it is dark and likely very powerful and we'll need 
something great to counter it._" She fixed the teen with an 
unwavering gaze, "_I have contemplated long over these happenings and 
I have gained far less knowledge than I would like but I know you'll 
play a role in the events that are coming, what role I cannot say but 

I know what I must teach you and I will do the duty that has been 

shown to me._" She lowered her mighty head so that it was almost 
touching Alister 's face, "__My role is clear but you must be certain 
you're ready for yours. Are you willing to take what I have to give 
and learn how to use it? Are you ready for whatever lies ahead and do 

you have the courage to face it? Those are the questions you must 

answer with both your mind and heart. She moved back and towered 
over him, "_So Alister, son of Alvin, Dragon Rider and Pupil of the 
Night Fury, Shadow. What is your answer ?_" 


Alister looked down his mind reeling at the suddenness of everything 
he had learned and everything that he was sure he still needed to, 
Icebolt nudged him and the teen smiled at his loyal friend. He looked 



straight into the eyes of the mighty Red Death his mind decided and 
his eyes clear. 

"Yes . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>PS-Alister is now on a brand new journey and although 
I've been avoiding having the dragons use English the part the Red 
Death has to play needed her to be able to speak English but it will 
remain a rare skill for the dragons. Please let me know what you 
thought and I'll hopefully update sooner next t ime . <strong>_ 


7. New Creations 
_**Author's Note:**_ 

_**Hello everyone and welcome to another chapter. This one starts 
with Eret and it also reveals exactly what Drago has been doing since 
the last story. Thank you for your continued support and I hope you 
enjoy the chapter. **_ 

_**I own nothing. **_ 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>New Creat ions<strong> 
"That's it lads, haul 'er in!" 


The captain's voice boomed out over the small fishing boat and Eret 
joined the other men in hauling in their latest catch. It was a big 
one and the captain gave his men an impressed smile, "Good work men, 
that'll feed the village for a while." He clapped Eret on the 
shoulder, "Especially good work from ye young 'un, we'll make a 
fisherman out of ye yet." 


Another of the men called out raucously, "Maybe we'll just let little 
Eret pull the next catch in himself." 

"Don't say that!" Another one answered, "Ye'll inflate 'is ego if ye 

keep talking like that! Ye know what these young lads are 

like." 


Eret grinned as he responded, "It'll be hard for my ego to get any 
bigger than yours old man." 

The man in question pretended to be deeply offended as the rest 
laughed at Eret ' s comeback, none of the remarks were actually said 
with any real heat and Eret had learned to give as good as he got in 
this good natured ribbing. He fell in an odd category in the village 
in that he had no peers as such, most of the villagers were either 
near forty or young children who hadn't yet reached ten. This left 
him as the only young person around and although he was effectively a 
full adult he was still considered the 'young one' by many. It didn't 
bother him that much but occasionally he wished that there was at 
least one other person more his age he could spend time with. Alvin 
had recently begun joking that he'd need to head off the island for a 
bit to find himself a nice young lady and Eret usually blushed and 



stuttered out some excuse in order to escape before the conversation 
got any further. 


While they'd all been joking around the captain had been eyeing the 
horizon in concern and he turned to the men, "Turn around and head 
for home lads, there's a big storm coming an' we don't want to be 
caught in it . " 

They all swiftly obeyed and set about heading for their island but 
the storm moved too quickly and soon they were battling mighty waves 
and fierce winds. 

They tried to fight the storm but it was too powerful for their small 
vessel and the captain roared out an order, "TIE YERSELVES DOWN LADS! 
WE CAN ONLY RIDE IT OUT!" 

Grabbing rope they all lashed themselves to the ship to avoid being 
washed overboard and hung on grimly. Lightning flashed down and 
thunder crashed above as huge waves flung the boat around like a toy, 
and ominous crack sounded through the raging weather and someone 
yelled out in alarm, "THE MAST!" 

One of the cross spars snapped like a twig and tumbled down towards 
the deck. Men dived out of the way as far as their ropes allowed to 
avoid it but the snapped end sliced down right through one of the 
ropes . 

The very rope holding Eret to the ship. 

The captain spotted the danger immediately and he staggered towards 
the young man in order to grab him until he could be re-secured but 
the storm had other plans. Another crack sounded and this time the 
whole mast fell towards the deck and Eret jumped to one side. Doing 
so stopped it from crushing him but it also meant he had no grip on 
the boat and was now far too close to its sides. As if waiting for 
that very moment a wave far more powerful than the others washed over 
the whole boat, men hung on gamely against its pull and were saved by 
the ropes holding them to their vessel but Eret had no such security. 
The captain only saw the young man's fearful face before it vanished 
from sight in one watery surge. 

Eret was gone. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The Sanctuary was quiet and peaceful under the gentle mantle of 
night and the cave that was the home of Snotlout's family was just as 
peaceful as its occupants slept. <p> 

Wella€|most of them. 

The Monstrous Nightmare who was Snotlout's father was wide awake and 
thinking about his human son. He could tell that Snotlout was keeping 
something from them but he'd decided to wait for the boy to broach 
the subject rather than push him into doing so. He also knew that his 
eldest son Hookfang knew what the secret was as well but he'd not 
pushed him either. Experience had taught him that some things were 
best left until the people involved said something as they needed 
time to sort things out in their own mind first. His mate wasn't so 
patient and he'd kept stopping her from demanding an answer from her 



sons by reminding her of the very reasons he wasn't doing the same 
thing himself. However not pushing the subject didn't stop him from 
thinking about it and he had a few theories on what was 
happening . 

It had to have something to do with five years ago as nothing that 
dramatic had happened since then and that thought worried him. When 
it had happened and Snotlout had been taken by Drago he feared that 
he wouldn't get his youngest son back and even when they'd rescued 
him it was still a great concern in his mind. He didn't know what the 
child had been through during his captivity and it was likely that 
any number of traumatic things could've happened, on top of that 
Snotlout had found and then lost his actual father and he thought 
that the boy might not want him anymore. Of course Snotlout had 
always known he wasn't their actual son, they were different species 
after all, but he feared that knowing who his birth father was would 
cause the boy to push them away. That would've broken their hearts 
for as far as they were concerned Snotlout was their son and nothing 
was going to change that so having the boy reject them would've been 
unbearable. Of course such a thing never happened and Snotlout 
actually grew closer to his dragon parents while keeping his real 
father's memory firmly in his mind. The boy actually distinguished 
the two of them when he spoke with his dragon father being 'dad' and 
his actual father being 'papa'. Since Snotlout's kidnapping and 
following rescue the two of them had spent a lot of time together as 
father and son where the boy made it clear that his two dragon 
parents would always be his family regardless of what happened. 

Now though it seemed something from that time was resurfacing and his 
sons weren't telling him what was going on. From what he'd heard 
though they'd gone to the Bewilderbeast with Hiccup and Toothless and 
he hoped they were seeking advice from the Alpha about whatever they 
were hiding. If that was the case then the fact they still hadn't 
told him about it and the Bewilderbeast hadn't either suggested that 
the Alpha had told them not to so he'd just have to respect the great 
dragon's wishes and trust his judgement as he'd done for many 
years . 

He looked back from his position at the cave mouth to his son curled 
into his mother's side sleeping peacefully. He gave a loving smile 
and gently stood and moved over to his mate and child. He softly 
nuzzled the boy's head and Snotlout murmured and shifted slightly in 
his sleep, settling down beside his mate he felt the boy 
unconsciously snuggle into him and he smiled again before lowering 
his head and letting himself drift into slumber with his child tucked 
safely between his parents. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It was a big day and Viggo knew it . <p> 

The moment his ship had docked at Dragon Island one of Drago ' s 
messengers had run up to him and swiftly informed him that the King 
wanted to see him and Ryker at the entrance to the volcano 
immediately. Knowing that something big was about to happen, Viggo 
left his ship along with his brother and they headed straight for the 
volcano that dominated the island. 


The entrance was a huge iron door that was big enough to let the 
largest of dragons through and as expected Drago was already before 



it waiting for them. Donning his complete demeanour of respect Viggo 
bowed to Drago, "You requested my presence your Majesty." 

Even as he spoke he noted that all of the Twelve Titans were present 
as well as Drago ' s most trusted advisor Saphia, further indicating 
the importance of Drago ' s summons. Drago gave the hunter a curt nod, 
"Indeed Viggo. Saphia has completed a project that's been years in 
the making and thanks to the efforts of Anthea we have the very thing 
we require to make it work. The first of a new form of warfare for my 
army is complete and it is time to show you all what we have 
created . " 

Viggo already knew or had guessed all of this and Drago was well 
aware of this fact, however they had to keep up their pretences so 
Viggo responded the way he was supposed to, "I see your Majesty. I 
didn't realise that you had such a project underway, I feel honoured 
that you are showing it to me." 

Drago smiled though it was far from friendly, "I'm certain you'll 
appreciate it." 

He turned and signalled the great doors to be opened, they did so 
with a mighty groaning and all who were present followed Drago 
through them and into the volcano. It was a bit of a walk into the 
interior but soon enough they came into the main chamber and the 
sights that it contained. 

It was a similar size to the one on Lava-Lout Island but the walls 
were riddled with walkways, furnaces and forges that used the 
bubbling magma below. Slaves scurried about across these forging and 
shaping metal, glass and a whole array of other materials under the 
watchful eyes of soldiers and overseers. 

However it wasn't any of these that held the attention of those who ' d 
just entered, instead their focus was on several massive caverns 
carved into the chamber's sides containing the massive hulks of 
Drago ' s new weapon in various states of construction. As he laid eyes 
upon these new creations Viggo had to admit he was impressed and for 
once it wasn't something he couldn't have predicted. No acting was 
needed when he spoke as the amazement in his voice was definitely 
genuine, "What kind of weapons are they?" 

Saphia smiled as she answered, "They're not weapons as such Viggo, 
they're more like our new armada." 

She looked up at her creations, "We call them airships." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><em><strong>PS-Yes I have just added airships but Drago did need 
something to further combat the flight ability of most dragons, 
further information about how the airships work should be given next 
chapter. Please let me know what you thought and I'll hopefully 
update soon . <strong>_ 


8. Meetings 


**Author's Note:** 



_**Hello everyone and welcome to another chapter. This one has a bit 
more detail on how the airships work as well as a slight peek into 
Drago's plans. Thank you for your continued support and I hope you 
enjoy the chapter. **_ 

_**I own nothing. **_ 


* * 


* 


><p><strong>Meet ings<strong> 

Despite the impressive size of the airship's exterior it was quite 
cramped inside with narrow corridors and small doors. You could just 
about have two people walking side by side so the entirety of Drago's 
party had to resort to a sort of double file as Saphia showed them 
the completed vessel. 

"As you can see much of the airship's bulk is made up of the 
reinforced balloon that keeps it in the air. This makes the other 
areas such as the armoury and bridge seem very cramped and small. We 
were initially going to have them almost twice the size but it soon 
became clear that it would be completely impossible to do that with 
our resources so we made them smaller." 

The youngest Titan, Gustav, spoke up, "Why didn't they work when they 
were bigger . " 

"It wasn't a case of them not working Gustav, we could get airships 
of that size to fly and function just fine but we simply didn't have 
enough materials to manage it. Scaling them down was the more 
practical option in order to make enough of them." 

The red headed Titan, Nova, asked the next question, "How do these 
things fly anyway? I don't see anything that looks like wings to keep 
them in the air." 

"That's because they don't need wings." Saphia explained further, 
"Years ago we did look at flying vessels using the same principles as 
birds and dragons, aka wings. However the results were far from 
perfect so we looked at alternative methods. In doing so we 
discovered that heating air inside a balloon to a certain point 
allows it to float and so we applied this method to our ships. Steam 
powered propellers allow us to move the ship forward and a modified 
version of a rudder controls its direction letting us take these 
vessels where we wish. Of course the steam system requires a lot of 
constant heat to actually work efficiently and fuelling the fires to 
heat the water into steam would have been a major restriction on our 
fleet. Wood fuel burns far too quickly to be any use and powering one 
of these ships would burn through our wood resources so rapidly we'd 
never get anywhere. Coal is a more suitable alternative but that has 
to be found and then mined and we simply don't have enough workers to 
get enough for these ships to use. In the end we managed to get our 
hands on a far more potent and easily sustainable source of heat, 
largely thanks to the efforts of Newt and Anthea who found and 
obtained it respectively." 

Anthea beamed as everyone briefly looked at her but Newt remained 
impassive and it was Kadlin who asked the obvious question, "So what 
is the heat source?" 



As she'd talked Saphia had been leading them into the very inner 
workings of the ship and she pulled out a strange container from 
within. Holding it towards them she opened a small hatch in its side 
and showed them all what was contained inside. 

"Fireworms, a tiny dragon who's skin burns hotter than the sun, if 
the words of Berk's Book of Dragons are to be believed. Either way 
they give off more than enough heat for what we require." 

Inside the container was several Fireworms their glow pouring out of 
their prison along with their innate heat. Saphia smiled, "With these 
we can power our whole armada and give us an edge against humans, 
dragons or even dragon riders . " 

She shut the lid on the imprisoned Fireworms, sealing them in their 
dark cage once more. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The sound of gently lapping waves was the first thing Eret knew. 
Next was the feeling of stone beneath him which was quickly followed 
by the warm weight of a blanket covering his body. After this came a 
quick flow of other things; the smell of cooking meat, the crackling 
of a fire and the sound of someone muttering which all pointed to the 
fact that he was very much not alone and someone had saved him from 
the storm. <p> 

Slowly opening his eyes he saw the rough stone roof that indicated he 
was in a cave and he turned his head to the side to look where he 
thought the sounds of cooking were coming from. His eyes fell open 
the face of a man sitting by a fire gently turning a spit holding 
several pieces of meat, he was ragged, unkempt, dirty and obviously 
been living rough for a long time but he had kindly eyes which 
brightened when he saw that Eret was awake. 

"Finally! I was hoping ye'd wake up in time to eat." 


Eret slowly sat up and looked himself over for any signs of injury, 
the man's smile grew broader, "Yer not injured laddie so don't worry. 
Ye were more half-drowned than anything else when I found ye on the 
beach. Yer lucky that storm washed ye up here before ye properly 
drowned . " 


Eret smiled thankfully, "Thank you for saving me." 

The man waved a hand dismissively , "Don't mention it. I wasn't about 
to let a young one like yerself freeze to death on some soggy beach, 
that's no way for someone to treat anyone." He held out a skewer of 
meat to him, "So what's yer name laddie." 


He didn't know why but Eret felt he could fully trust this stranger 
who ' d helped him and he answered, "Eret, son of Eret though my father 
died a long time ago." 


The man's gaze softened a little, "I'm sorry to hear that laddie." It 
brightened again, "I'm Gobber, wanderer, blacksmith an' former slave 
of the Fortress." He gestured over to a corner of the cave, "An' 
that's Grump over there, I helped him escape a rusty old trap a while 
ago an' he's been travelling with me ever since." 



Looking where Gobber indicated Eret saw a Hotburple who gave lazy 
growl and blearily opened one eye before yawning and closing it again 
with a grumble. 

"Away with ye, ye lazy old furnace. All ye ever do is sleep." 

Grump didn't deign to respond and Gobber shook his head at the dragon 
as Eret stared at it in shock, "You travel with a dragon!?" 

"Aye lad." Gobber shrugged, "Old Grump wouldn't hurt a fly if he 
could help it an' he can't fly anymore because the trap tore off his 
wing. He's been some sorely needed company for me as I've travelled." 
He directed his next words at the Hotburple, "Even if he's too lazy 
to go faster than an amble." 

Grump snorted in response and Gobber waved his hooked hand at him 
pointedly, "I know ye can go faster than ye do ye fat fraud. I've 
seen ye when there's food to be had, ye go at a pace that would put a 
Nadder to shame whenever ye catch wind of a cooking fire." 

The dragon grumbled again and Gobber rolled his eyes before returning 
his attention to Eret, "Lazy beast. No need to worry laddie. Grump 
won't hurt ye so just concentrate on eating yer food and getting some 
more rest. Ye can tell me where ye came from tomorrow an' we'll see 
about getting ye back home." 

Gobber offered him some more meat and Eret took it and ate 
occasionally looking over at Grump who seemed completely asleep. Once 
he'd finished Gobber hustled him off sleep and he was reminded a bit 
of how Stoick would do something similar when he was 
younger . 

Feeling safe despite the presence of a dragon Eret soon drifted off 
into slumber. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Drago was sat in his chambers pensively . <p> 

As expected his revealing of the airships had attracted Viggo ' s 
attention, the hunter had been noticeably impressed and seemed almost 
pleased that someone had come up with something he didn't see coming. 
However Viggo knew that he'd been working on something big and all 
the information the man had lacked was what was being built. Now the 
hunter had that information so he'd likely start to whittle away at 
Drago ' s power by turning his men against him. Some would willingly 
change sides but there were many that wouldn't turn against their 
king, Drago just had to make sure he knew which ones were which as he 
played his next moves in his and Viggo ' s game of power. For the 
moment though that wasn't the main concern of his thoughts as 
something else currently held that position. 

There was a knocking upon his chamber door and Drago instantly looked 
up and spoke, "Enter." 

Saphia strode in and briefly bowed to him, "You wished to speak with 
me Milord?" 

"Yes Saphia. There is something I want your opinion on." 



He gestured to a seat and she swiftly sat in it silently awaiting for 
what her king wanted to discuss. Once she was seated Drago removed 
one of his heavy gauntlets and showed her the back of his hand, "What 
do you make of this." 

She raised an eyebrow at the sight of the mark that had appeared upon 
her king's hand, "It looks like some sort of birthmark or tattoo but 
I'm certain it's not either." 

"It began to appear a few weeks ago and has only grown clearer since, 
it must have some sort of meaning." 

Saphia clasped her hands thoughtfully, "It certainly isn't a natural 
occurrence, its shape is too set and clear to be the result of some 
malady so perhaps it is related to the artefact. You were the first 
and only person to use its ability to absorb the powers of a dragon 
without the Joining apparatus I created and it was to take the powers 
of an Alpha. I don't see why it would take this many years to 
materialise though." 

Drago studied the mark, "I wandered the same thing myself but I 
believe it has something to do with the unique power I carry, the 
power that was only found in one other person." 

"The boy, Snotlout." Saphia narrowed her eyes in thought, "That is 
more likely but again it's strange for the mark to take this long to 
appear if you're suggesting that it's a reaction to meeting him. You 
came into contact with the boy five years ago and his Joining was a 
failure due to that other child smashing the artefact. Five years is 
a long time for a reaction to show itself." She hummed slightly, "Of 
course another theory is that the mark is a reaction to something 
else that is happening, we've never really known much about the power 
you carry and I've discovered very little about it. Even our 
reasoning that it is the reason only you could take the powers of an 
Alpha was little more than a theory and we never proved it one way or 
another . " 

"There is another theory that I have devised." 

Saphia looked up at her king, "Oh? May I ask what it is your 
Majesty? " 

Drago leaned forward, "Snotlout is the only other person who also had 
this hidden power and we don't know what he has been doing the last 
five years. If he has been searching for a way of controlling his 
power he may have found a way to take an Alpha's power even without 
the artefact. This mark could be exactly that, a way of setting apart 
those that wield this power from all others and it's only appeared 
now because the boy has worked out how to do so." 

"So it's a warning for you, that there is another out there as strong 
as you are and the marks allow you to recognise each 
other . " 

"Indeed . " 

Saphia leaned forward, "That is quite plausible and if it is true 
then it means we could have a dangerous enemy waiting for us, one 
that could even rival you if given enough time." 



"Exactly Saphia." Drago leaned back once more, "However all of these 
are still just theories but it is clear we need to discover the truth 
and do so soon. We need to locate Snotlout once more and find out if 
he has a similar mark appearing upon his hand and what it 
means . " 

"And now we have the airships we can search further areas far more 
quickly and discover where he's been the last five years." 

Drago smirked, "Though we managed to capture him five years ago we 
never discovered where he and the other Dragon Riders were hiding, 
now though it will be a very different story. Not only will we find 
their base but we'll also be able to take it, their main advantage 
was flight but now we have our own methods of controlling the skies. 
It'll will make it far more difficult to defend themselves 
well . " 

Saphia smiled, "I shall start preparations on the ships straight 
away. Those riders have stayed in hiding long enough." 

~k ~k ~k 

><p><em><strong>PS-So Drago has a mark too and he's set on finding 
the Sanctuary. Please let me know what you thought and I'll hopefully 
update soon . <strong>_ 


End 
f ile . 



